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"Wen, what?   Have I killed you?"
Meanwhile, the priest read his breviary; the nun,
who sat motionless, had fallen asleep. The wicks of
the three wax-tapers had grown longer.
For two hours could be heard the heavy rolling of
carts making their way to the markets. The window-
panes began to admit streaks of white. A cab passed;
then a group of donkeys went trotting over the pave-
ment. Then came strokes of hammers, cries of itiner-
ant vendors of wood and blasts of horns. Already
every other sound was blended with the great voice
of awakening Paris.
Frederick went out to perform the duties assigned
to him. He first repaired to the Mayor's office to make
the necessary declaration; then, when the medical of-
ficer had given him a certificate of death, he called a
second time at the municipal buildings in order to
name the cemetery which the family had selected, and
to make arrangements for the funeral ceremonies.
The clerk in the office showed him a plan which
indicated the mode of interment adopted for the vari-
ous classes, and a programme giving full particulars
with regard to the spectacular portion of the funeral*
Would he like to have an open funeral-car or a hearse
with plumes, plaits on the horses, and aigrettes on
the footmen, initials or a coat-of-arms, funeral-lamps,
a man to display the family distinctions? and what
number of carriages would he require?
Frederick did not economise in the slightest degree.
Madame Dambreuse was determined to spare no
expense.
After this he made his way to the church.
The curate who had charge of burials found
fault with the waste of money on funeral pomps.